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Nought she loves the breath of blood, the sanguine

savour,

Who hath built with us her throne and chosen
her part.

Bloodless are her works, and sweet    {Epode. 830

All the ways that feel her feet;

From the empire of her eyes

Light takes life and darkness flies ;

From the harvest of her hands

Wealth strikes root in prosperous lands;

Wisdom of her word is made ;

At her strength is strength afraid;

From the beam of her bright spear

War's fleet foot goes back for fear ;

In her shrine she reared the birth               840

Fire-begotten on live earth ;

Glory from her helm was shed

On his olive-shadowed head;

By no hand but his shall she

Scourge the storms back of the sea,

To no fame but his shall give

Grace, being dead, with hers to live,

And in double name divine